And the rib which the Lord God had taken from man, made he a woman, and brought her unto the man.

Genesis: 2
When Metis, goddess of wisdom who presided over all knowledge was pregnant with Athene, she was swallowed up by Zeus who then gave birth to Athene from his head.
Phallogocentric parthenogenetic births, of one kind and another, all the same. A lot of sliding over facts, myth-making and fooling around.
The basic problem that we have had was believing somebody else's story about us -what we can and cannot do, who we can and cannot be. (Luisah Teish)
Playing fast and loose with fact. Because the practical fact is, or at least it used to be, that mothers you know, fathers you don't.
My mother says Indeed, I am his. I for my part do not know. Nobody knows his own father. (Telemachus, Odyssey)
Hence high-tech recreations.
Whether or not women are reduced by this process to the level of 'reproductive prostitutes' the object and the effect of the emergent technologies is to deconstruct motherhood and to destroy the claim to reproduction that is the foundation of women's identity. (Michelle Stanworth)
The page is never truly blank. Always occupied, colonised. How to blank it out? With origins, way way way before and after and beyond their stories and discoveries and inventions, manipulating eggs and embryos.
Beginnings invented, fantasised, at best skated over. Tricks of birth. Denial of agency and voice and pleasure and laughter. My place of origin is not indifferent if different.
Sarah's Story
We are obsessed with origins, though we deny it of course. Origins are definitively passe. The Origins and Causes of Oppression. Deleted from the agenda. Cancelled. Abort, fail, the machine says.
We? We are the ones (the few) exempt from ordinary curiosity, smooth rootless sophisticates, contemptuous of commonplace. We are the strippers of myth, exposers of the phallacy of The Truth, The Self, The Progress, The Reason, The Knowledge, The Universe. Zealously ruthless in our mission. We are the flashers of The Word.
A Cyborg is a cybernetic organism, a hybrid of machine and organism, a creature of social reality as well as a creature of fiction ... Cyborg replication is uncoupled from organic reproduction. (Donna Haraway)
Riddle:
Which is closest to the origin -a replica or a duplicate?
Androgynous or androcentric copies? Barely a whisper of a difference. Emulation mode.
Begin at the end of the Great Book of the Father and the Son. In Revelation. 'Ah, but God may like a world turned upside down!' (Isak Dinesen) (Mind you, I'm not the only one. Great minds think alike, fools seldom differ and better late than never, tra la la.) Simply, no. All origins are not the same. All points of origin do not converge. Where they lead is more than one story, where they start quite another more than one.
The home truths are that some, many, most have been making do, with odds and ends, making ends meet, without access to anything much in the way of origins.
My mother and I work to unravel the knot. Aurora Levins Morales.
Tell me a theory, tell me a theory ..... My mother forgot to tell me a grand narrative. Intolerable trauma.
Put them all on hold -just to cover all eventualities. Cancel the myths of the men of power so they no longer overwrite the unwritten truths of the peripherals.
Tell me a riddle. (Tillie Olsen)
Riddle:
When is a truth not a truth? When it is untold for the silence is a lie.
Unwritten fears and terrors, poverties (as plural as riches -more so), deprivations, exploitations, colonisations, oppressions.
Scientific Rationality is clearly dysfunctional for many many people.
(Sandra Harding)
And Progress?
The displacing power of all texts derives finally from the displacing power of the bible, whose centrality, potency and anteriority informs all Western literature. (Edward Said)
To babble on authoritatively about a subject one knows little about. 2. To insist on discussing something no one else wants to talk about.
Me and the grand narratives, thinking just associatively, of course.
Someday I'll tell it straight as it comes top to toe with a sense of an ending and then I'll just quietly die.
Which may or may not be true but it's the end of this particular line for the present and for what it's worth and for wherever it may lead.
END
